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PROLOGUE. 



Stili. im At drami^ aneieni round we dwell — 

And MAS8IK0XR is master of the spell— 

Whilst Shakspbarx, rising midst the sculptured dead. 

Beams like the genius of the sacred shade; . 

Whilst all have seen where JoN80N*8 ashes lie. 

And point the moral of mortality. 

Nor monumental urn, nor image shows 

Where the last relics ef our Bard repose — 

Yet shidl be rest secure of ftme to come-*- 

Your praise, his Epitaph— this Va»lt, his Tomb« 

Here Eletchbr too, and Fasquhar,. now behdd: 
Those smiles reviVd that wak'd their wit of old^ — 
In its own shrine each honoured bust replaced. 
And British Genius crown'd by British Taste. 
But not your smile returning life imparts 
To one abme of all the sister arts; 
Here too (for Gratitude may boast her zeal). 
The living warmth our glowing bosoms feel— 
Then let your kindness still improve our skill. 
And lead from triumph on to triumph still. 

Ye that have thrill'd beneath the smile or frown. 
When Richard courts a Queen, or wins a Crown; 
Ye that have throbb'd at all Othello's woes. 
His jealous madness, and repentant throes ; 
And ye who nightly swell tlie thron&. to share 
The villain's daring guilt, and last despair — 
Partake our mimic transports now, and prove 
Tlie double tyranny of hate and love. 
And if the Bard, in every look express'd,^ 
Shall kindle all the passions of the breast; 
If Critics, kindly partial, feel they view 
The portraits Massinoer's own pencil drew. 
Oh! let your favour then divide the praise, 
And blend the Actor's vnth the Poet's bays. 
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THE 

DUKE OF MILAN 



ACT !• 

SCEfJE I. Milan.— -^^w outer Room in the Castle. 

Enter Gbacc^io, Julio^ and Giovanni, with 
Flaggons. 

Grac. Take every maa his flaggon : give the 
oath 
To all you meet ; I am this day the state -drunkard, 
I am sure against my will j and if you find 
A man at ten that's sober, he's a traitor. 
And, in my name, arrest him, 

Jul. Very good, sir : 
But, say he be a sexton ? 

Grac. If the bells 
Ring out of tune, as if the street were burning, 
Ani^ .he cry, 'Tis rare music! bid him sleep : 
Tis k sign he has ta'en his liquor ; and if you meet 
-An officer preaching of sobriety. 
Unless he read it in Geneva spirit. 
Lay him by the heels. 

JuL But think you 'tis a fault • 

To be found sober ? 

Qr<$c. It is capital treason ; 
Or, if you mitigate it, let such pay 
Forty crowns to the poor : but give a pension 
Tq all the magistrates you find singing catches, 

B2 
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4 THE DUKE OF MILAN. 

Or their iwives dahcinc^ ; for the courtiers roeKng, 
And the duke himself I dare not say distemper'q^ 
But kind^ and in his tottering chair carousing, 
They do the country service. 
And so, dear friends, copartners in my travails, 
Drink hard ; and let the health ruti through the 

^city. 
Until it reel again, and with me cry^ 
Long live the dutchess ! 

Enter Tibbrio and Stephanq. 

Jul. Here arc two lords ;— what think you ? 
shall we give the oath to them ? 

Grac. Fie! no; I know them. 
You need not swear them ; your lord, by his 

patent, ^ 

Stands bound to take his rouse. Long live the 

dutchess ! [^Ea:mnt Grac. Jul. and Gio. 
Steph. The cause of this ? but yesterday the 

court 
Wore the sad livery of distrust and fear • 
No smile,' not in a buffoon, to be seen. 
Or common jester: the Great Duke himself 
Had sorrow in his f^ce ! which, waited on 
By his mother, sist(sr, and his fairest dutchess, 
Pispersed a silent mourning through all Milan ; 
As if some great blow had Been given the State, 
Or were at leas): expected. 

Tib. Stephano, 
I know as you are noble, you are honest. 
And capable of secrets of morie weight 
Than now I shall deliver. If that Sforza, 
The present <}uke, (though his whole life hath 

been 
But one continued pilgrimage through dangers, 
Affi'ights, and horrors^ which his fortune,' guidd4 
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THE DUKE OP MILAN. 5 

By his strong judgment, still hath overootne), 
Appears now shaken, it deserves no wonder : 
All that his youth hath laboured for, the harvest 
Sown by his industry ready to be reap*d too. 
Being now at stake; and all hishqpes confirmed 
Or lost for ever. 

Steph. I know no such hazard: 
His guards are strong and sure^ and though war 

rages 
In most parts of our western worldj there is 
No enemy near us. 

Tib. Dangers, that we see 
To threaten ruin, are with ease prevented ; 
But those strike deadly, that come unexpected* 
The wars so long continued between 
The emperor Charles, and Francis the French 

king, 
Have interess'd, in ei therms caqse, the most 
Of the Italian princes; among which, Shrza, 
As one of greatest power, was sought by both ; 
But with assurance^ having one his friend^ 
The other lived his enemy. 

Steph. Tis true : 
And 'twas a doubtful choice. 

Tib. But he, well knowing. 
And hating too, it seems, the Spanish pride^ 
Lent his assistance to the king of France : 
Which hath ^o far incensed the emperor. 
That all his hope$.and honours are embark'd 
With his great patron's fortune. 

Steph. Which stands fair, 
For aught I yet can hear. 

Tib, But should it change, 
The (duke's undone. They have drawn to the field 
Two royal armies, full of fiery youth; 
Of equal spirit tp dare, and power to do : 
*So near intrench'd, that 'tis beyond all hope 
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Of haman counsel they e'er can be severed^ 
Until it be determined by the sword, 
Wbo bath the better cause ; for the success. 
Concludes the victor innooent, and the vanquished 
Most miserably guilty* 

Steph. But why, then. 
In such a time, when every knee should bend 
For the success and safety of bis person, 
Are these loud triumphs ? in my weak opinion^ 
They are unseasonable. 

Tib. I judge so too : 
But only in the cause to be excused. 
It is the dutchess* birth-day, once a year 
Solemnized with all pomp and ceremony ; 
In which the duke is not his own, but her*8 : 
Nay, every day, indeed, he his her creatuee^ 
For never man so doated. 

Steph. She knows it. 
And hotv to prize it. 

Tib. She bears herself with such a majesty. 
That Sforza^s mother, that would lose no part 
Of what was once her own, nor his fair sister^ 
Will brook it well. 
Come, let us to the court ; 
We there shall see all bravery and cost. 
That art can boast of. 

Stepi^ I'U bear you company. [Eocemh 

SCENE II. Another Room in the same. 

JSn^er Francisco, Isabella^ an(]? Mariana. 

Mart. I will not go ; I scorn to be a spot 
In her proud train. • 

Isab. Shall I, that am his mother. 
Be so indalgent as to widt on her 
That owes me duty? 
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THte t)UKE OF MILAN* T 

Fran. 'Tis done to the duke. 
And not to ber: and^ nvy sweet wife, remember, 
And, iiiadam, if you please, receive my counsel. 
As Sforza is your son, you may command him ; 
And) as a sister, you may challenge from him 
A brother's love and favour: but this granted. 
Consider he*8 the prince; and you his subjects. 
And not to qiiestion or contend with her 
, Whom he is pleased to honour. Private men 
Prefer their wives ; and shall he, being a prince, 
And blest with one that is the paradise 
Of sweetness, and of beauty. 
Not use her like herself ? ' 

hab. You are ever forward 
To sing her praises. 

Mari. Others ^re as fair ; 
I am sure as noble. 

Fran. I detract from none. 
In giving her what's due. Were she deform'd. 
Yet being the dutchess, I stand bound to serve 

her; 
But, as she is, to admire her. Never wife 
Met with a purer heat her husband's fervour ; 
A happy pair, one in the other blest ! 
She confident in herself he's wholly hert. 
And cannot seek for change ; and he secure, 
That 'tis not in the power of man to tempt her» 
And therefore to contest with her, thai \t 
The stronger and the better part of him, 
Is more than folly : you know him of a naturt 
Not to be played with ; and, should you fovget 
To obey him as your prince, he*ll not termmbcr 
The duty that he owes you. 

Mart. 1 shall do 
What may become the sister of t prince ; 
But will not stoop beneath it. 
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,8 THE DUKE OF MILAN. 

Fran. Yet, be wise ; 
Soar not too Higb^ to fall; but sto<^ to rise. 

SCENE IIL A State Room in the same. 

[F/owmA.] £nter TiBBBio, Stephako^ Fban- 
CISCO, Spobza, Marcblia, Isabella^ Mabi- 
ANA^ and AttendarUs. 

Sfor. You are the mistress of the feast — sit 
here, 
O my soul's comfort! 
Let me glory in 

My happiness, and mighty kings look jpale 
With envy, while I triumph in mine own. 
O mother, look on her ! sister, admire her ! 
For sure this present age yields not a woman 
Worthy to be her second, 

Fran. Your Excellence, 
Though I confess, you give her but her own. 
Forces her modesty to the defence 
Of a sweet blush. 

Sfor. It need not, my Marcelia ; 
When most I strive to praise thee, I appear 
A poor detractor: for thou art, indeed. 
So absolute in body and in mind. 
That, but to speak the least part to the height. 
Would ask an angePs tongue, and yet then end 
In silent admiration ! 

hob. You still court her. 
As if she were a mistress, not your wife. 

Sfor. A mistress, mother ! she is more to me, 
And every day deserves more to be sued to. 

Marc. My worthiest lord ! 
My pride, my glory, in a word, my all 1 
Bear witness, heaven, that I esteem myself 
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fn notUiig worthy o^ die meanest pnuse 
Xob.dan bestow, unless it be in this. 
That in my heart I love you, add desire. 
When you are sated with all earthly glories, . 
And age and honours make you fit iot hearen^ 
That one grave may receive us* 

Sfon 'Tis believed— 
Believed, my blest one. 

Mari. How she winds herself 
.Into his soul! 

Sfw. Sit alL~*Let others feed 
On those gross cates^ while Sfors^batiquetB with 
Immortal viands ta^en in at his eyes* 
I could live ever Uius. / 

Enut a CfyjxxQt. 

From whence ? ^ 

Cour. From Pavia, my dread lord. 

Sfor. Speak, is all lost? 

Cour. {Delivers a Letter.) The letter will in- 
form you. \Exitm 

Fran. How his hand shakes. 
As he receives it 1 

Mnri. This is some allay 
To his hot passion* 

Sfor. Though it bring death, 1*11 read it : 

' May it please your Excellence to understand^ 
that the very hour I wrote this, I heard a bold 
dejiance delivered by a herald from the emperor^ 
which was cheerfully received by the king of France. 
The battailes being ready to Joi% and the van* 
guard committed to my charge^ enforces me to 
end abruptly. 

Your Highness* s humble servant, 

GA5iNiao« 
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Ready to jdin!-^By this, then, I am nothing. 
Or my estate secure. {Aside.) 

Marc. My lord! 
Sfor. To doubt, 
Is worse than to have lost ; and to despair. 
Is but to antedate those miseries 
That must fall on us. 
The cause considered. 
Why should I fear ? The French are hold and 

strong, 
Their numbers full, and in their councils wise; 
But then, the haughty Spaniard is all fire, 
Hot in his executions ; fortunate 
In his attempts ; married to victory : — 
Ay, there it is that shakes me. (Aside.) 

Marc. Speak to him, Francisco. 
Fran. Excellent lady. 
One gale of your sweet breath will easily 
Disperse these clouds; and, but yourself, there'i 

none 
That dare speak to him. 

Marc. I will run the hazard. — 
My lord I 

Sfor. Ha! — pardon me, Marcdia, I am troubled ; 
And stand uncertain, whether I am master 
Of aught that's worth the owning. 

Marc. I am yours, sir ; 
And I have heard you swear, I being safe. 
There was no loss could move you. This day, sir. 
Is by your gift made mine. Can you revoke 
A grant made to Marcelia? your Marcelia? 
For whose love, nay, whose honour, gentle sir, 
All deep designs, and state- affairs deferred, \ 

Be, as you purposed, merry. 
Sfor. Out of my sight! 

{Throws away the Letter.) 
And all thoughts that may strangle mirthj^ forsake 
mi* 
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Fall what can fall, I dare the worst of fate : 
Though the foundation of the earth should shrink,_ 
The glorious eye of heaven lose his splendour^ 
Supported thus, Til stand upon the ruins, 
And seek for new life here. Why are you sad ? 
Some music there I by heaven, he's not my friend. 
That wears one furrow in his face. 
Come, make me happy once again. I am rapt — 
Tis not to-day, to-morrow, or the next. 
But all my days, and years, shall be employed 
To do thee honour. 

{j4 horn tvitfiout.) 
Another post ! hang him-^ 
I will not interrupt my present pleasures, 
Although his message should import my head. 

Marc. Nay, {;ood sir, I am pleased. 
To grant a little intermission to you: 
Who knows but he brings news we wish' to. hear. 
To heighten our delights. 

Sfor. As wise as fair ! 

Enter anotlier Courier. 

Fitim Graspero ? 

Cour. That was, my lord. 

Sfor. How! dead ?* 

Cour. {Delivers a Letter.) With the delivery of 
this, and |)rayers, 
Togiiard your excellency from certain dangers. 
He ce^ed to be a man. {Mtisic.) \EaiL 

Sfor. All that my fears 
Could fashion ito me, or my enemies wish, 
is^fidlen upon me. — Silence that harsh music ; 
^is now unseasonable : a tolling bell. 
As a sad harbinger to tell me, that 
This pamper'd lump of flesh must feast the worms. 
Is fitter for me :*— I am sick. 



Digitized by 



Google 



f 



ft* THE DUKE OB miAN, 

Marc. My kjird ! 

^or. Sick to the desdv Maroeliia* RetMrne: 
These sfgna of mirth 3 tfaqi were •ounoos^ and 

but! ufiher'd 
Sorrow and ram. 

Mspnc. BietBu^ beareii! 

Jsab. My son. 

Marc. W hat suddeo chai^ ia thia ? 

Sfor. All feaw the rcx^m 7 
I'll bear alone the borden of my griefs 
And must admit no partner, i aov ytt 
Your prince, where's your obedience ? 

[Ecceunt Tiberi€>^ STepHANd,. FaANCrsco^ 
IsAB«£LA, Mabiiiana, ond jdtUandonis^. 
Stay, Marcelia ; 

I cannot be so greedy of a sorromi^ 
In which you must not abare. 

Metre. And cheerfully 
I will sustain my part. Why look yoa pale } 
Where is that wonted coii^Hntf and courage. 
That dared the worst of fortune ? where is Sforza^ 
To whom all dangers tliiat firigb^coinmon men. 
Appeared but panic terrors? why do you eye me. 
With such fix'd looks ? Love, counael> duty; a^r* 

vice. 
May flow from me, not dai^w. 

^r. O, Marcelia t 
It is for thee I fear ; for thee, liky Stfor^a. 
Shaken Ifll^e a eowardf: for myself, uniBorad^ 
I eonld have heard my troo|>si \i«erecat m pteoea^.. 
My general slain, and he, on whom mj hc^pos 
Otrule, of state, of)^, ha^ theiir defsaadeiica^ 
The kmg of Frartee, my greatest Mwd^ mode 

prisoner 
To so proud enemies^ 

Marc. Thew yoB haw jusl foose: 
To shew you are a wMi. 
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SJor. AH this were sothipg^ 
Though I add to it^ that I am aeaored^ 
Var giting aid to this Qofortanate l^ing^ 

The emperor, incens*d, lays his commaiid 
On his victorious army, flesh'd with spoil. 
And bold of conquest, to march up against me, 
And seize on my estates : suppose that done too. 
The city ta'en, the kennels running blood, 
Myself bound fast in chains, to grace their 

triumph ; 
I would be Sforza stiTt. But, when I think 
That my Marcelia, to whom all these 
Are but as atoms to the greatest hill. 
Must suffer in my cause, and for me suffer! 
AU earthly torments^ nay, even those the damnM 
Howl for in bell, are gentle strokes, compared 
To what I feel, Marcelia. 

Marc. Good sir, have patience : 
I can as well partake your adverse fortune. 
As I thus long have had an ample share 
In your prosperity. *Tis not in the power 
Of fate to alter me ; for while I am. 
In spite of it, Pm yours. 

Sfor. But should that will 

To be so forced, Marcelia ; and I five 

To see those eyes I urize above my own. 
Dart favours, though compell'd^ upon another » 
Or thoso^ sweet Kps>< yielding knauMrtaL nectaf^ 
Be gf iltfy louch'd by any b«it, myaetf ;. 
Think, think, Marcelia, what a cucMd thing 
J were, beyond expres^ioa ( 

Marc. Do not feed 
TbasejrdalotiB t!b€i^:hiks; thdopfybleisiiigtfaat 
Heaven hath bestow'd on Wf mom th«> on heait% 
Is, that 'tisin our pleasure whei^ to dift 
Besidfe^ were ( a^w iQhaM^<»*6' pMrev^ 
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I would not live, for one short minute, bis ; 
I was born only yours, and I will die so. 
Sfor. Angds reward the goodness of this wo^ 
man! 

Junior Feaxcisco- 

All I can pay is nothing. — Why, uncaird for ? 

Fran. It is of weight, sir, that makes me thus 
press / 

Upon your privacies. Your constant friend. 
The marquis of Pescara, tired with haste. 
Hath business that concerns your life and for«> 

tunes. 
And with speed to impart. 

Sfor, Wait on him hither. \Exit F^ran. 

And, dearest, to thy closet. I^t thy prayers 
Assist my councils. 

Marc. To spare imprecations 
Against myself, without you 1 am nothiijg. [Exit. 

Sfor. The marquis of Pescara ! a great soldier ; 
And, though he serv'd upon the adverse party, 
Ever my constant' friend. ' 

jRe-en/er Fbancisco, ipith Pescara, . , 

JVofn.TPttndeirhewaltei' . . ' 

FuB of ^sj^^hmights. ; ' '^ > ; ^ • 

Pip^c.f 64ft hie' hirti iiot,i good Francisco, ^ "; 

He hath much isause to grieve; would LmigHt 

ciid so, • i • ■' 

And not add this, — to fear ! ' , 

Sfor. My dear Pescara; •• * 
Amiratteiti these times 1 a friend^ and happy^ ' 
Cleaves to a falKng fortune ! 

Peso. Ifit*i*ere i 

As well in my wedk power; in act^ to mm ii^ 
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As 'tis to bear a part of sorrow with you> . 
You then should have just cause to say, Peacara 
Looked not upon your state, but on your virtbes. 
When he made suit to be writ in the list 

Of those you favourM But my haste forbids 

All compliment ; — thus, then, sir, to the purpose : 
The cause that, unattended, brought me hither. 
Was not to tell you of your loss, sOt danger ; 
For fame hath many wings to bring ill tidings, 
And I presume you've heard it ; but to give you 
Such friendly counsel, as, perhaps, may make . 
Your sad disaster less. 

Sfor. You are all goodness; 
And I give up myself to be disposed of. 
As in your wisdom you think fit. 

Pesc. Thus, then, sir; 
To hope you can hold out s^inst the emperor. 
Were flattery in yourself, to your undoing ; 
Therefore, the safest course that you can take. 
Is, to give up yourself to bis discretion. 
Before you be compell'd ; for, rest assured, 
A voluntary yielding may find grace. 
And will admit defence, at least, excuse : 
But, should you linger doubtful, till his powers 
Have seized your person and estates perforce, . 
You must expect extremes. 

Sfor. I understand you ; 
And I will put your counsel into act. 
And speedily. I only will take order 
For some domestical affairs, that do 
Concern me nearly, and with the next sun 
Ride with you : in the mean time, my best friend. 
Pray take your rest. 

Pesc. Indeed, I have travell'd hard; 
■ And will embrace your counsel. [Exit. 

5for. With all care 
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Attend my noble friend. Stay yoa, Frandsco. 
You see how things stand with me? 

Fhan. To my grief: 
And if the loss of my poor life could be 
A sacrifice to restore them as they were, 
I willingly would lay it down* 

J^or. I think so ; 
For I have ever found you true and thankful. 
Which makes me love the building I have raised 
In your advancement ; and repent no grace 
I have conferred upon you* And, believe me. 
Though now I should repeat my favours to you. 
The titles I have given you, and the means 
Suitable to your honours ; that I thought you 
Worthy my sister and my family. 
And in my dukedom made you next myself; 
It is not to upbraid you ; but to tell you 
I find you are worthy of them, in your love 
And service to me. 

Fran. Sir, I am your creature ; 
And any shape, that you would have me wear, 
I gladly will put on. 

Sfor. Thus, then, Francisco : 
I now am to deliver to your trust 
A weightv secret ; of so strange a nature, 
And *twill, I know, appear so monstrous to you^ 
That you will tremble in the execution. 
As much as I am tortured to command it : 
For 'tis a deed so horrid, that, but to hear it. 
Would strike into a ruffian flesh'd in murders. 
Or an obdurate hangman, soft compassion ; 
And yet, Frandsoo, of all men the dearest, 
And from me most deserving, such m v state 
And strange condition is, that thou alone 
Must know the fatal service, and perform it. 

F^an. These preparations, sir, to work a 
stranger. 
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Or to one unacquainted with your bounties^ 
Might appear useful ; but to me they are 
Needless impertinencies : for J dare do 
Whatever you dare command. 

Sfor. But you must swear it ; 
And put into the oath all joys or torments 
That fright the wicked, or confirm the good ; 
Not to conceal it only — that is nothing-^ 
But, whensoever my will shall iq)eak, Strike now i 
To fall upon't like thunderi 
' Fran. Minister 

The oath in any way or form you please, 
I stand resolved to take it. 

Sfor. Thou must do, then. 
What no malevolent star will dare to look on. 
It is so wicked: for which men will curse thee 
For being the instrument ; and the blest angels 
Forsake me at my need, for being the author : 
For *tis a deed of night, of nighty Francisco t 
In which the memory of all eood actions, 
We can pretend to, shall be buried quick : 
Or^ if we be remembered, it shall be 
To fright posterity by our example. 
That have outgone aJl precedents of villains 
That were before us ; and such as succeed. 
Though taught in hell's black achod, shdl ne*er 

come near us. — 
Art thou not shaken yet ? 

Fran. I grant you move me : 
But to a man confirm'd— — 

Sfor. ril try your temper : 
What think you of my ^fe? 

Fran. As a thing sacred ; 
To whose fair name and memory I pay glai^ly 
These signs of duty« 

Sfor. Is she not the abstract 
Of all that's rare^ or to be wish'd in woman ? 

p 
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18 . THE DUKE OP MILAN. 

Fran. It were a kiml of blasphemy to di^t€ k : 
But to the purpose, air, 

Sfor. Add too, her goodness. 
Her tenderness of me, her care to please me, 
Her unsuspected chastity, ne'er equaJl'd ; 
Her innocence, her honour: — Oh, I am lost 
In the ocean of her virtues and her graces. 
When I think of them ! 

Fran. Now I find the en^ 
Of all your conjurations % there's some senrice 
To be done for this sweet lady. If she hwe 

enemi^, . 
That she would have removed — — * 

Sfor. Alas! Francisco, 
Her greatest enemy is her greatest lover ; 
Yet, in that hatred, her idolater. 
One smile cA her's would make a sav^e tame : 
One accent of that tongue would calm the sea^. 
Though all the winds at once strove there for 

empire. 
Yet I, for whom she thinks alt this toa IHtle, 
Should I miscarry in this present journey. 
From whence it is all number to a cipher, 
I ne'er return wkh honour, by thy hand 
Must have her murdered. 

Fran. Murder'd!— Shethat fovesso, 
And so deserves to be beloved again 1 
*And I, who sometimes you werepfeased to livour^ 
Pick'd out the instrument ! 

Sfor. Do not fly off: 
What is decreed can never be recall'd; 
'Tis more than love to her, that marks her out 
/ A wish'd companion to me in both fortunes i 
And strong assqrance of thy 2sealou9 faith. 
That gives up to thy trust a secret, that 
Racks should not have forced from me. Oh, 
Francisco! 
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THE DUKE OF MILAN. 19 

There is no heaven without her ; nor a hell^ 
Where she resides. 1 ask from her but justice. 
And what I would have paid to her, had sickness^ 
Or any other accident, divorced 
Her purer soul from her unspotted body, 
ExpreM a ready purpose to perform 
What I command; or, by Marcelia's soul. 
This is thy latest minute* ' 

ti-an. *Ti8 not fear 
Of death, but love to you, makes me embrace it ; 
But for mine own security, when *ti8 done. 
What warrant have I ? If you please to sign one, 
I shall, though with unwillingness and horror. 
Perform your dreadful charge^ 

Sfor. I will, Francisco : 
But still remember, that a princess secrets 
Are balm, conccal'd; but poison, if discovert. 
I may come back ; then this is but a trial 
To purchase thee, if it were possible, 
A nearer place in my affection :— But 
I know thee honest. 

Fran* 'Tis a character 
I will not port with. 

Sfor. I may live to reward It. [J&cewnfc 



Act II. 

SCENE I* The same, jin open Space befora 
$he Castle. 

JBiUer T^uutto artif Stbphano. 

Supk. How I left the court? 
You neva^ heard the motiveif that induced hhrt 
To this strange course ? 
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Tib. Noy those are cabinet councils,' 
And not to' be communicated, but 
To such as are his own, and sure. Alas ! 
We fill up en)pt^ places, and in public 
Are taught to give our suffrages to that 
Which was before determined ; and are safe so* 
Si^ior Francisco (upon whom alone 
His absolute power is, with all strength conferr'd^ 
During his absence) can with ease resolve you, 

Steph. But, my good lord ^Hberio, this Francisco 
Is, on the sudden, strangely raised. 

Tib. O sir. 
He look the thriving course : he had a sister, 
A fair one too, with whom, as it is rumour'd, 
The duke was too fiimiKar ; but she, cast off, 
Upoi) ttie sight of this, for^ol^ the court. 
And since was never seen. 

Sleph. But how is 
His absence borne by the dutchess ? 

Tib. Sadly, it seems. 
For since he left the court, 
For themostpartshe hathkepth^r private chamber^ 
l^p visitants admitted* But on the other side^ 
Tlie darling of his mother, Mariana, 
As there were an antipathy between 
Her aqd the dutchess* passions ; and as 
She*d qo dependence on her brother's fortune^ 
She ne'er appear*d so full of mirth* 

^Uph. Tpis strangpt ^ (They retire.) 

Enter Graccho, with Musicians. 

But see ! her favourite, and accompanied^ 
To your report- / . ^ . 

Grac. You shall play, and I jvill sing^ :;^^^^ ^ 
Ascurvydittytoasciirvyltune^: . ^ ,; 

j^pine who dares. ^ 
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Ikki. But if vve should ofiistid^ 
^Ilie dutchess having silenced us ; — and these lordf 
Stand by to bear us.^^ 

Grac. They in name are lords, 
Bnt I am one in power : and, for the dutchess,. 
But yesterday we were merry for her pleasure, ' 
Wc now'U be for mv lady's. 

{Tif* and Stxph. came forward.) 

Tib. Signior Graocho* 

Grac. A poor inan, sir, a servant to the pripcess ; 
But you, great lords and counsellors 6f state. 
Whom I stand bound to reverence. 

Tib. Come; we know 
You are a man in grace, ' 

Grac Fie ! no r I grant, 
I bear my fortunes patiently; serve the princessi 
Apd have access at all times to her closet. 
Such IS my impudence ! when your grave lordships 
Are masters of the modesty to attend 
Three hours> nay sometimes four; and then bid 

wait 
Upon her the neit morning. 

Steph. He derides us. 

Tib^ Pray Von, what news is stirring > you 
know all. 

Grac* Who, I? alas I IVe no intelligence 
At home nor abroad ; I only sometimes guess 
The change of the times : f dbipuld ask of your 

lordships, ' ' ' '' » • • ^ 
Who are ^ keep their honoiiffs, l^ho to lose them ; 
Who the dutchess smiled ' On bst, or on whom 

frown'd,"'^ ' ^ •' *■'->' '■;'^- 
You only can resolve me 5 aifld*— could you tell me 
Whaf point of state 'tis t^at I am commanded 
To muster up this music, on mine Honesty, 
You should much befriend me. 

St^ts: Skralv, ydugroWsittCTl' 
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lib. And wouia be laid by the heeh. 
• Grae. Not by your lordships. 
Without a special warrant ; look to your o«^ 

stakes; 
Were Icoremttted^ here come those wouldbail me % 
Perhaps we might change places too. 

Enter IsAMBLLX, and MxRiAvt a i (Graccho 

whispers the latter.) ' 

Tib* The princess I 
We must be patient- 

StepL There is no contending. ' 

THL See, the informing rogue t 

Steph. That we should stoop 
7o such a Hi^shf Qoni ! 

Mari. Thou dost mistake ; they durst not 
XJse the least word of scorn, although provokied» 
To any thing of aiine^^Gos get you homes 
j|4^ to yoor aecvantgy friends^ and ^dt^t^^f^ 

number 
How many descents youVci noUf # 

[Exeunt TnBM^Q4$ndSTEwnAM0. 
: Qrtio^ Your 4i9etteno& hath tbe bwt|^to 

dispatch 
The^iirfsM;pi«|qra8QfnQlM|Hy/ . > 

Ieverfea4iifay <• "..,./. 

That brings us hither? Is it to b^stMP 
A vwk Mk tlM wtMnaur? 
. Alhri* K^.neat her 
May be interpreted to do her honoOTi 
l^tM aliali l»ii^ iMuy <tf tbesi. 
My farothMi^ lieii«aQllyiuiwtoproto6lh«?« 
I am her e4^« 
Fay any thmg 

That's fight and M tm^fk Iwt A» (wiiopiter. 
(Muiie.) 
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En^er Marcelia. 

Isab. She frowns as if 
Her looks could frigbt us« 

Mari. May it please your greatneis^ one amild^ 
Lpray you, 
On your poor servants, 

Jiab. She*8 madeof oourteijr. 

Mari. Mistress of all hearts. 

Jsab. Tis wormwood, and its works. 

Mare. If doting age could let you but remember^ 
You have a son ; or frontiesa trnpudence. 
You are a sister ; and, in making answer 
To whirt was most ui^t for you ta spcak^ 
Or me to hear, borrow of my jmi anger— 
Y4m durst not then, on any hire or hope, 
Bememberkig what I am, and whose I am« 
Put on the desperate boldness, to disturb 
The least of my retirements* 

Mari. Note her, now. 

Marc. For both sHall understand^ tbough the 
one presume 
Upon the privilege due a mo^Mr, 
The duke stands now on his own tegs^ aAdsMdft 
No nurse to lead him. 

Isab. How, a mirse ! 

Mmv. Bol I am merdful. 
And dotage signs your pardon. 

Isab. I defy thee ! 
Thee, and thy pardons^ prottd one! 

Marc. For you. 
From this hour learn to Mffe m^ <MP y<Ki3i JMk 
I must make vs6 of my aiitboril^^ 
And, as a princess, punish i%k , ' - 

Isab. A princess ! 

Mari. I had rather be»rf«V0imta»MoiHV^. 
Than know thee for my equal. 
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Enter Fbakcisco, and Guardi. 

Frm. What wind hath raised this tempest ^ 
A tumult in the court. What's the cause ? 
Speak, Mariana. 

Mari. Doyouhear^ sir J 
Bight me on this monsto'^ or ne'er look to have 
A quiet hour with me. 

isab. If my son were here» 
And would endure this, may a mother's curse . 
Pursue and overtake him ! 

Fran. O forbear : 
In me he*s present, both in power and will ; 
And, madam, I much erieve that, in his absepee^ 
There should arise thelnuit distaste to move you; 
it being his principal^ nay, only chai|;e, 
To have you, in tus absence, served and honoured. 
As when himself performed the willing office. 

Grac. I would I were wdl oflFl 

Fran. And therdbre, I beseedii you, gentle 
madam. 
Name those that have ofiended you. 

hab. I am one. 

Mart. And I will justify it. 

Fran* Remembo*, she*s^the dutchess. 

Marc. But used with more cmtempt, thnt if^ 
I were 
A peasant's daughter. 

Fran. Think not, then, .1 «peak. 
For I stand bound to honour, and to serve you ; 
But &at the duke, thrt. lives in this great lady. 
For the contempt of hiip in her, commands you. 
To be close prisoners^ 

hqb. Mari. Prisoners! 

Prar^ Biit'lliem heotel 
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Mwc. I am not cniel. 
But pleased they may haVe liberty^ 

Isab. PleasecU with a miadiief ! 

Mmri^ rU rather live matiyloetfascmedtttigeoii^ 
Than in a paradise at her entreaty : : . * 
And, for yon, upstart'--—- 

OJjk. What shall become ofthese.2 

Fran. See them wdl vbi^'dj 
As you will answer it. 

Grac. I preach patience. 
And must endure my fertone. 

[Exeunt all hut FfiAKCiaoo unif Maicblia. 

Fran. Let them first Jonow themselves,' and 
howyotiare 
To b^ served and Ikmouc^d ; indiid^ when they 

cofifes^ 
Tou may again receive thMd to your favoar V 
And then it will shew nobly* 

JIfarc. With my thanks 
The dukjB diall pay yon bis, if he return 
To bless us with his presence. 

Fran. Any service done to so muchf sweetness. 
In your favour finds 
A wished and glorious em}. u 

Marc. From you, I itSkz this 
As loyal duty ; but, in any oilier. 
It would appear gross fbltery. 

Fran. Flattery, tnadsim. 
You are so rare and excellent in aH thi^(iy 
And raised so high up^n a rode of goodness^ 
As thil vieecannot reach you x wfao but looks on 
This teaifde, built by nature to periGsctioii^ 

git most bow to it ; and oat of that j»al, 
ot only learn to adore it, but to love it ? 
Marc. Whither will thia liBDoir i (Mde.) 
Fran. Pardon^ therefore, madatai 
If an e&oeiS in me dF humUe duty, 

M 
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Teach me to hope, my piety tnd love ' 
May find reward. 

Marc. You have it m ray thanks ; 
And^ on my handj I am pleased that yovL shaB 
take : i. :..-.,• ' 

A full possession of it : but take heed 
That you fix here,; and feed no hope beyond' it ; 
If you do^ it will prpye fetal. 

Fran. Be it death. 
And death with torments tyrants ne'er found out. 
Yet I must say, I love you. 
. Marc. As aNSubject ; • 
And 'twill become yon. 

Fran. Farewell, circumstance i 
And since you are not pleased to understand tM, 
But by a plain and usual form of speech ; 
All superstitioiis reverence laid by, 
I love you as a man. Why do yoii start; 
I am no monster, and you but a woman, 
A woman made to yield, and by example 
Told it is lawful. 

Marc. Keep off fi — O you Powers ! — - 
Are all the princely bounties, favours, honours. 
Which, with some prejudice to his own wisdonr. 
Thy lord and raiser iiath conferred upon thee, 
In three days absence buried ? And is (his. 
This impudent attempt to taint mine hotiour. 
The fair return of both our ventured' favours ^ 

Fran. Hear my excuse. ■ ^' 

Marc Bead my life, 
sAtad find ode act of mine so loosely carried. 
That could invite ^a most self*lovihg {del, 
Set off with all that fortune could throw on him. 
To the least hope to find way to my favoun > 

Fi'an. And while the duke did prize you to 
yourwhie,. . 
I well might envy hiiii^ but durrt not liope ^ ' 
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To lAop^ yoa in your full career of goodness : 
But now I find that he'3 falVn from his fortune. 
And, howsoever he would appear doting, 
Grown cold in his aflPectbn ; I p re sume , 
From his most barbaroi» ntel^t of you, 
To ofler my true service. Nor stand I bound, 
To look back on the courtesies of him, 
Tbatf of all liviiig men, is most untl^kful. 

Marc. Unheai^-of arrogance 1 
, i^OTft. YouMl say I ^n modesty 
Whod I have told the story. 
You thkk he loves you 
Wkh onaiampled fervour ; nay, dotes on you, 
j^ tbofewere something in you more than woman: 
When, on njy knowledge^ he long* since hath 

wish'd 
You were among the dead. . 

Marc. Bless me, good angels. 
Or I am blasted I Lies so false and wicked, ' 

And &shbn*d to so dimnabfe a purpose, 
Cai;dwt be spoken by a human tongue. 
My husband hate me I give thyself the Ke, 
False and. accursed I Thy soiil, if thou hast any, 
Can witness, never i lady stood sabound 
To the unfeign'd affection of her lord. 
As I do tp my Sforca. If thou wouldst work 
Upon my weak credulity, tell me, ratter. 
There's peace between the lion and the lamb ; 
Or that the ravenous eagle and the dove 
Keep in one aerie, and bring up their young ; 
Or any thing that is averse to nature : 
And I will sooner credit it, than that 
My lord can think of me, but as ajewet, 
fie-bves more than himself, and all the woi4d. 

Fran. O innocence abused ! simplicity coMn*d! 
It were a sin, for which we have no name. 
To kef p yoa loftger ia this wilful error. 

B 2 . ; 
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Read h» afleetion hete^'^^^Givm her apitpet^^^ 

and then observe .^ < 

How dear be Holds yon ! 'Tisfalsicharacter^ . 
Which cuimk^ yet could oever counterfeit > 

Marc. Tit his hand» Pin raofared o(it riitry 
What the inamption is. 

Fran. Pray you, do so. 

Marc. (Reads.) You know myfiMrart^ mnd ti£ 
hour of MarcelicCs Aaih^i takich Jail not ta ')exe^ 
etUe^ as you will answer i thi conh'aryi nptwitk 
your head alone ^ but mth thSrnimof yMnrnkoi^ 
family. And this, written with 'mheomnhandi 
and signed wiih.my^prmfMmel, simU ie lyour 
stfjfficieRi warrant* I^Dovioo SvoatA*^ 

I do obey it ! e^ery word's a poniard^ 
And reaches to ray heart. (Swoons.) 

Fran. What have I done ? 
Madam ! for heaveh^s sake, madam 1-^ 
Dear lady I--1- > . I ^ 

She stirs. Far the diikeV sake, ftnrSforza'sISBke^ 

Marc. Sforza's! stand off J though deid> V 

And even tny ashes ihaU abhoi^ the. touch i 
Of any othfoj^^^^m^kind, tod oroel 1 r • 

Learn, wom^, leorti to trust iadne another ; 
There is n<K £aithin man : Sforzais falsei < - ^ 
False to Martelia! ' , I ' 

Fran. But <I am true. 
And live to mlake y6Q happy^ ^ < 

JHorc* I prefer t^e hate ' 
Of Sforza, though it mark me for ^ grave^ 
Before thy base aflfecitioA* I am yet 
Pure and unspotted in my true lore to bid l : 
NoiTkhaUitbecorrupted, though' haV tainted: 
I<for wtU I part with innocence; because 
He is fomid guilty^ For thyself^ tkon art - 
A thing, that, equal with tlli 4b^ hillUKi^ - 
I do detest and scorn. 
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Fran. Thou^ then, art noAiiiff : 
Tliy life is in my power, diidainml woman f 
Think on't, Amt tremUe. 

Mare. No» with my corves 
Of horror to thv conscience in this life, 
And pains in hell hereafter, I defy thee. [^Bant. 

Fran. I am lost 
In the discovery of this fatal secret* 
Curs*d hope, that flattered me^ that wrongs cottM^ 

make her 
A stiangertohtr goodness! all liiv plots 
lWnfaMk'i]|K)ain^6df«; botiaknm, 
And most go on t and, since I have pot off 
From the shore of innocence^ guilt be nc#'tny 
pilotl lEsriu 



■ . ; .. . r 

ACT in* 

SCENE I. Tieh^itrmf Gmmp^ bf4f»VmisL 
Enter Mbdiha* Hebmando, and ALPxoirto. 

mdi lie spoO, m ispoVl ^tisitiat the soldW 
, fights for. ,' . / 

OiffVictbrv, asVett'^dlbrdsa^notfaUj^ ' 
Bi^ wouiMU «M) /empty hoAow. " 

Hem. Hell put|t,in ' ' , ' ' '' 
TKe enetay'* miiidtd b« de^rate; iajt^ hbld Wt 
Yiddings and compositions viU undo" tis } 
And wlMt is that way ^ven, -for th)6 tUtxt part. 
Comes to the emperor ; the podr«(>l(Der left 
Tostative, brfill Qt>hoi$pitiil8. ' 

Alpk. But, when . . '. ' ' 

We enter tptirtis by 'forci andctoveoilrselves, 
Pliasrtt With'^ilttgtw »i ■ - 
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Med. I long, to he ^t it. 

Hem.My TBwkhopekf , .r . 
To begin the sport at Mikn : them's eliougb. 
And of all kinds of pieasureweican wkb for^ 
To satisfy the most oovdUms. . j ' 

ji^h. Eiveryday, ; 
We look for a remove. 

Med, For I^oiwick Sforzo, . ^ ! 

Tbe. Qpke of Mjl^n, h 6u mitte own kijowl^dgc. 
Can say thus much : he is too much a soUier, 
Too con$ddnt\o£ U& own worth, toOt rich too, / 
And understands, I;q6 wdl the^Enperoriiaitea htasi^ 
To hop^;f<pr cQQif^ditictti. . 

,41^ On:«iy life, i : 

We ftqed not feai* his coming in. 

Hern. On mine, 
I do not wish it ;* I had rather that^ 
To shew his valour, heM put us to the trouble 
To fetch him in by the ears. 

Med. The empecor I 

Attendants. 

,^ (7Aar'^,fYQj^Jm^ l^,wqfi^|:^--a«y^ it ^t^^ 

counsel ; J ^ ^. 

You may p^^.ij^ ,g^9^m.^;,w^^^ 

That he, that scorned our pfpipref'd, ffroity . 
W^^,j^ m f^^^,:^^9^HiM^ be,,be sun?^ 

FirsLknefel^^^^ - -^ ^ • 

Afc(;. :VY!bi^n yo\i^ njfti^ty ^ , . o^ - 

Shall please to instruitf^? ,^hQ it is, we nwy . ,> r 

Admire it with you. , 

CAar^ Who^ hijtr^th^ P«kc of Milai^, ^ 

The right hland ofthe f#i?b! :af;ia^ti^ij^f»dj i 
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In our displeasure, whom neceMty 

Compels to seek our favour, I wouM have swora \ 

Sforza had been the last. 

He^. And shooU be writ 80, 
In the list of those you pardon. Would his city 
Had rather held m out a siege, fike Troy, 
Than, by a feign*d submission, he should cheat 

, you 
Of a just revenge ; or us, of those fair glories 
We have sweat blood to purchase ! 

Atl>k. The sack alone of Milan . 
Will pay the army. 

CharL I am not so weak. 
To be wrought on, as you fear; nor igilorant 
That money is the sinew of the war : 
Yet, for our glory, and to shew him that 
WeVe brought him on his kneels, it is resolved 
To hear him as a suppliant. Brmg htm in $ 
But let him see the dfects of our just anglar. 
In the guard that you make for him. 

[Exit PfiSCABA. 

Htrn. I am now 
Familiar with the issue ; all plagues on it ! 
He will appear in some dejected habit. 
His couQtenmoe smtable^ and iw his order, 
A rope about: his neck : then kneel, and tell 
Old stories, — what more worthy thkig it is 
To have power, than to use it ; 
To make a king^ than kill one : whioh implied 
To the eoiperor, and himself, a pardon's granted 
To him, an enemy ^ and we, his servants, 
Condemned to b^gary. (Aside Uk Mbd.) 

JldSrdL Yoade^ be comes ; 
But not as you expected. 

jBe»en/er Pbscaba, with Sforza stroiijgly guarded. 

Alph. He looks as ill. 
He would putfaoe his dangers. 
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Hem. I am cbsenM : 
Afuitor, in the devil's name i 
il(/e^. Hear him speak* 
Sfor. I come not^ emperbr^^ to invade thy 

mercy, 
By fawning on thy fortune ; nor bring with me 
EaeuseSi or denials. I profess. 
And with a good man's confidence^ even this 

instant 
That I am in thy power, I was thine enemv ; 
Thy deadly and vow'd enemy; one that wished 
Confusion to thy person and estates ; 
And with my utmost powers, md deepest coon* 

sels. 
Had they been truly folbwM, furthered it. 
Nor will I now, although my neck were under 
The hangman's axe, with one poor syllable 
Confess, but that I honoured the Frendi king. 
More than thyself, and all men. 

, Med. By Saint Jaques, 
This is no flattery. 

Sfor. Now give me leave. 
My hate against thyself, and low to him 
Freely acknowledged, to give up the reascuat 
That made me so afibcted :— 4n my wants 
I ever found him faithful ; ■ had supplies 
Of men and monies from him % anid my hqies ^ 
Quite sunk, were, by bis graoe^ buoy'd / asp 

9gain ; ^ . 

1 dare to speak \m ponse now, in as fa^ 
And loud a key, as when he wasthy eq^t.«^ 
The benefits he sow'd in me, met not 
Unthankful ground,, but yielded him his dwti 
With fair increase, and I still glory in it; 
And, tho(ieh mv fortunes 
Are in thy mry burnt, let it be mention^d^ 
They seryed but as small llpers lio attdnd 
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The soleiQn flame at this great funeral : 
And with them I wjll gladly waste myself. 
Rather than undergo the impiitation 
Of being base, or unthankful. 

Alph. Nobly spoken ! 

Hern. I do begin, I know not why, to hate hira 
Less than I did. 

SJor. If that, then, to be grateful 
For courtesies received, or not to leave 
A friend in his necessities, be a crime 
Amongst you Spaniards, Sforza brings his head 
To pay the forfeit. Nor come I as a slave, 
Rnion'd and fetterM, iu a squalid weed. 
Falling before thy feet^ kneeling and howling. 
For a forestaird remission : I ne'er fear'd to die. 
More than I wished to live. When I had reach 'd 
My ends in being a duke, J wore these robes. 
This crown upon my head, and to my side 
This sword was girt; and witness, truth, that, now 
*Tis in another's power, when I shall part 
With them and life together, Fm the same : 
My veins then did not swell with pride ; nor now 
Shrink they for fear. Know, sir, that Sforza 

stands 
Prepared for either fortune. 

Hem. As I live, 
I do begin strangely to love this felloii|r. 

Sfor. But, if example 
Of my fidelity to the French, 
Has power to invite you to make him a friend. 
That hath given evident proof, he knows to love. 
And to be thankful : this my crown, now yours. 
You may restore me. 

Alph. By this light, 
^l^s a brave gentleman. 

Charl. Thou hast so far 
Outgone my expectation, noble Sfor^ia, 
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For such I hold thee ^«— and true oonstfficyy 
Raised on a brave foundation^ bears such palm 
And privilege with it, that \diere we behold it^ 
Though in an enemy, it does command us 
To love and honour it. By my future hopes, 
I am glad, for thy sake, that, in seeking fevour^ 
Thou didst not borrow of vice her indirect, 
Crooked^ and abject means ; and so far ' 

' I am from robbing thee of the least honour. 
That witli my hands, to make it sit the faster, 
I set thy crown once more upon thy head ; 
And do not only style thee^ Duke of Milan, 
But vow to keep thee so. Yet, not to take 
From others to give only to myself. 
Twill not hinder your magnificence 
To my commanders, neither will I urge it; 
But in that, as in all things else, I leave you 
To be your own disposer. 

Sfor. May I live 
To seal my loyalty, though with lo^ of life. 

[Exeunt Chahlbs, Mxb. Hekk. and Alph. 

Pesc. So, sir ; this tempest is well overblown. 
And all things fall out to our wishes : but, 
In my opinion, this quick return, 
Before youVe made a party in tte court 
Among the great ones, {mt these needy captains 
Have little power in peace), may beget danger. 
At least suspicion. 

Sfor. Where true honour lives. 
Doubt hath no being ; I desire no pawn 
Beyond an emperor's word, for my assurance. 
Besides, Pescara, to thyself, of all men, 
I will confess my weakness :«^though my state 
And crown's restored me, though I am in grace^ 
And that a little^stay might be a step 
To greater honours> I must henoe. h^%\ 
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I live not here j my wife, my wife, Pesoaiti, , 

Being absent, I am dead. Prithee, excuse. 

And do not chide, for friendship's sake, my fond*: 

ness. 
But ride along with me : FU give yott reasons. 
And strong ones, to plead for me. 
Pesc. Use your own pleasure--* 
ril bear you company. 
Sfor. Farewell, grief ! I am stored with 
»Twa blessings most d^ired in human life, 
A coqstant triemi, an unsuspected wife^ \Exewit. 

SCENE II. Milan. A Room in the Castle. 

]Enter Graccho. 

Grac. Whipt like a rogue ! no lighter punish- 
ment serve 
To balance with a little mirth ! Tis well ; 
My credit sunk for ever, I am now 
Fit company only for pages and for footboys. 

Enter Julio and Giovanki. 

Giov. See, Julio, 
Yonder the proud slave is. How he looks now. 
After his castigation ! 

Jul. Let's be merry with him. 

Grac. How they stare at me ! am I tum*d to 
an owl ? — 
The wonder, gentlemen ? 

Jul. I read, this morning. 
Strange stories of the passive fortitude 
Of men in former ages, which I thought 
Impossible, and not to be believed : 
But now I look on you, my wonder ceases. 

Grac. The reason, sir ? ' 

Jul. Why, sir, you have been whipt, 

¥ 2 
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Whipt, signior Graccho ; and the whip, I take ft, 
Is^ to a gentleman, the greatest trial 
That noay be of his patience. 

Grac. Sir, I'll call you 
To a striotaccoqnt for this. 

Giov. I'll not deal with you, 
Unless I have a beadle for my second : 
And then PU arlsweryou. 

Jul. Farewell, poor Graccho. 

[Esceunt Julio emd GiorMsim. 

Grac. Better and better still. If ever wrongs 
Could teach a wretch to find the way to ven* 
geance. 

Enter Francisco and^i Servant. 

Hell now inspire me ! How, the lord protector ! 

Whither thus in private ? 

i will not see him. (Stands aside.) . 

Fran. If I am sought for. 
Say I am indispos'd, and will not hear 
Or suits, or suitors. 

Serv. But, sir, if the princess 
Enquire, what shall I answer ? 

Fran. Say I am rid 
Abroad to take the air; but by no means 
Let her know Tm in court. 

Serv. So I shall tell her. lEpnit. 

Fran. Within there! 

Enter a Gentlewoman, 

Gentlew. My good lord, your pleasure ? 

Fran. Prithee, let me beg thy favour for access 
To the dutchess* 

Gentlew. In good sooth^ my lord, I dare not ; 
She's very private. 

Fran. Come, there's gold— 
Where is thy lady? 
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Gentlew. She*s walking in the gallery, 

Fran. Bring me to her. 

[Exeunt F^AN. and Gentlew* 

Grac* A brave discovery beyond my hope, 
A plot even offer'd to my hand to work on ! 
If I am dull now, may I live and die 
The scorn of worms and slaves^ — Let me consider; 
My lady and her mother first committed. 
In the favour of the dutchess ; and I whipt ! 
And all his bribed approaches to the dutchess 
To be conceal'd ! good, good. This to my lady 
Delivered; as I'll order it, runs her mad. [Exit, 



SCENE III. Another Room in the same. 

Enter Marcelia and Francisco. 

Marc. Believe thy tears or oaths 1 can it be 
lK>ped, 
After a practice so abhorr*d and horrid^ 
Repentance e'er can find thee ? 

Fran. , Dearest lady, 
I do confess, humbly confess my fault. 
To be beyond all pity ; my attempt. 
So barbaroudy rude, [that it would turn 
A saint-like patiepce into savage fury. 

Marc. I8*t possible 
^is can be cunning ! . (Aside.) 

Fran. But, if no submission. 
Nor prayers can appease you, that you may know 
^is not the fear of death that makes me sue thus, 
I will not wait the sentence of the duke. 
But I myself will do a fearful justice on myself. 
No witness by but you. 
Yet, before 1 do it. 
For I perceive in you no signs of mercy. 
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I will disclose a secrel^ wbidi^ dyiog with me^ 
May prove your ruin. 

Marc. Speak it ; it will take from 
The burthen of thy conscience. 

Fran. Thus, then, madam : 
The warrant by my lord sign'd for your de^th^ 
Was but conditional ; but you must swear 
By your unspotted truth, not to reveal it. 
Or I end here abruptly. 

Marc. By my hopes 
Of joys hereafter. On. 

Pran. Nor was it hate 
That forced him to it, but excess of love. 
j4nd, if /ne'er return^ fso said great Sforza), 
No living man deserving to enjoy 
My best Marcelia, with the first news 
That I am dead, {for no man qfter me 
Must e'er enjoy her), fail not to kill her ^ 
But till certain proof 

jfssure thee J am lost, (these were his words). 
Observe and honour her^ as if the soul 
Of woman* s goodness only dwelt imf^s. 
This trust I have abused, and basely wrong'd ; 
And, if the excelling pity of your mind 
Cannot forgive it, as I dare not hope it. 
Rather thMi look on my offended lord, 
I stand resolved to punish it. (Draws his sword./ 

Marc. Hold ! 'tis forgiven, 
And by me freely pardon'd. In thy fair life 
Hereafter, study to deserve this bounty. 
But that my lord, my Sforza, should esterai 
My life fit only as a page, to wait on 
The various course of his uncertain fortunes ; 
*Or cherish in himself that sensual hope. 
In death to know me as a wife, afflicts me. 
I will slack the ardour that I l^^o see him 
Return in safety. 
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Fran. Butifyour^tertainment 
Should give the least ground to his jealousy^ 
To raise up an opinion I am false. 
You then destroy your mercy. Therefore, vouch- 
safe. 
In company, to do me those fair graces, 
And favours, which your innocence and honour 
May safely warrant : it would to the duke, 
I being to your best self alone known guilty. 
Make me appear most innocent. 

Marc. Have your wishes ; 
And something 1 may do to try his temper. 
At least, to make him know a constant wife 
Is not so slaved to her husband's doting humours, 
Her fate appointing it. 

Fran. It is enough ; 
Nay, all I could desire, and will make way 
To my revenge, which shall disperse itself 
On him, on her, and all. 

[Aside, and Exit.--^[Shoutj and fiourish.'] 

Marc. What shout is that ? 

Enter Tiberio and Stephano. 

Tib. All happiness to the dutchess, that may 
flow 
From the duke's new and wish'd return ! 
Marc. He's welcome. 
Steph. How oddly she receives it ! 
Tib. Observe the encounter. 

[JP/oumA.] Enter Sporza^ Pescara, and , 
Attendants. 

Sfor. I have stood 
Silent thus long, Marcelia, expecting 
When, with more than a gr^y hoste^ thou 
wouldst 
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Have flown into my arms, and on my lips 

Have printed a deep welcome. My desires 

To glass myself in these fair eyes, have borne me 

With more than human speed : nor durst I stay 

In any temple, or to any saint 

To pay my vows and thanks for my return, 

Till I jiad seen thee. 

Marc. Sir, I am most happy 
To look upon you safe, and would express 
My love and duty in a modest fashion^ 
Such as might suit with the behaviour 
Of one that knows herself a wife, and how 
To temper her desires; nor can it wrong me 
To love discreetly. 

Sfor. How ! why, can there be 
A mean in your affections to Sforza ? 
My passions to you are in extremes. 
And know no bounds :— come, kiss me* 

Marc. I obey you. 

Sfor. By all the joys of love, she does salute me 
As if I were her father 1 What witch. 
With cursed spells, hath quench'd the amorous 

heat 
That lived upon these lips ? Tell me, Marcelia, 
And truly tell me, is't a fault of mine 
That hath begot this coldness ? or neglect 
Of others, in my absence ? 

Marc. Neither, sir : 
I stand indebted to your substitute. 
Noble and good Francisco, for his care. 
And fair observance of me. 

Sfor. How ! 

StepL How the duke stands ! : 

Tib. As he were rooted there. 
And had no motion. ^^ 

Pesc. My lord, from whence {. 

Qrows this amazement ? 
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Sfor. It is more, dear my friend ; 
For I am doubtful whether I've a being. 
But certain that my tife's a burden to me. 
Take me back, goodPescara, shew me. to Caesar 
In all his rage and fury ; I disclaim 
His mercy : to live now, which is his gift, 
Is worse than death, and with all studied tor- 

mtots. 
Marcelia is unkind, nay, worse, grown cold 
In her affection ; my excess of fervour. 
Which yet was never equall'd, grown distiisteful. 
—•But have thy wishes, woman ; thou shalt know 
That I can be myself, and thus shake off 
The fetters of fond dotage. From my sight. 
Without reply ; for I am apt to do 
Something I may repent. — [Eocit Marcbua.] — 

Oh ! who would pljice 
His happiness inmost accursed wpman, 
In whom obsequiousness engenders pride ; 
And harshness deadly hatred T From this hour 
IMl labour to forget there are such creatures ; 
True friends be now my mistre8se$. Clear your 

brows, . 
And, though my heart*stripgs crack for*t, I will be 
To all a free example ofdc^light. 
We will have sports of all kinds, and propound 
Rewards to such as can produce us n&w ; 
Unsatisfied, though we surfeit in their store : * 
And never think of curs'd Marcelia more. . 

' [EmuiU. 
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I 

ACT rv- 

SCENE L Tkesunie. uinApartmentintKeGastU. 
Enter PfiAKtiisco and GRAtcHo. 

Fran. And is it poseible thou shoiddrt forget 
A wrong of wch a nature^ and then study 
My safety and content ? 

GtAt. Sir, bitt sJtew me 
Not the abiBtru6e atid hidden arts to thrive t^re: 
And you may pleitse to grant me so mudi luiovr- 

tedge, 
That injuries &dm otift in:gt*aee, like yi6D, 
Are liobk ftivour^. 

Fran. But to the ^tpose» 
And then, %if«a: s^vioe ddfie, iQaA:e thine tf^k 

My ivife^ thou say'st^ n jeak)M I am too 
Familiair with the dut(di(^ss« 

€hra^, AndiUdSnied 
For her commitment in her brother's absence ; 
And by her motlfer*« Mger is spttrPd on 
To make discovery of il. 

Pr^'n. I tbttk thytatie, «nd mil deserve this^ 
seei«, 
In m^ittg thee ac^iuaittted M4th a ^refiiter. 
And of more moiMkit. I delight in ctiange, 
Ai^d sweet variety ; that's my heaven on earthy 
For which I love life only. 1 confess. 
My wife pleased me a day ; the dutchess, two, 
(And yet I must not say I have enjoy'd her). 
But now I care for neither : therefore, Graccho, 
So far I am from stopping Mariana 
In making her complaint^ that I desire thee 
To urge her to it. 
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Grae. That may ftwe yoor ruin : 
The duke alicady being, as *ti9 repprted^ 
Doubtful she hath play'd false. 

Fran. There thoii art coeen'd ; 
His dotage, like an ague, keepB^ his cciurye. 
And DOW 'tis strongly on him. But I lose Imo, 
And therefene know, whether bhou wilt or np^ 
Thou art to be my instrument; and^ in spite 
Of the old saw, that says. It is not safe 
On any terms to trust a man that's wrpng'd^ 
I dare thee to be false. 

Grac. This is a language. 
My lord^ I understand not. 

Fran. You thought, sirrah^ 
To put a trick on me, for the relation 
Of what I knew before, and, having won 
Some weighty secret from me, in revenge 
To play thq traitor. Know, thou wretched things 
Bv my command thou wert whipt ; and every day 
I'll have thee freshly tortured, if thou miss 
In the least charge that I impose upon thee. 
Though what I speak, for the mo^ part, is true : 
Nay, grant thou hadst a thousand witnesses 
To be deposed they heard it, 'tis in me. 
With one word, such is Sforza'a confidence 
Of my fidelity not to be shaken. 
To mdke all void, and ruin my accuses. 
Therefore look to't; bring my wife hotly on 
To accuse me to the duke— 1 have an end in't. 
Or think wh^t 'tis makes n)9n most miserable, 
And that shall fall upon thee. Thou wert a fool 
To hope, by being acquainted with my courses^ 
To curb md «we me ; or that I should live 
Thy slave, as thou didst saucily divine : 
JFor prying in my counsels, atill liye mine. rE:mt. 
Gra^. I am caught on both side». This lis for 
apuime 

GO, 
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In policy's roguish school, to try conclusions 
With one that bath commenced^ and gone out 

doctor. 
If I discover what but now he bragg'd of, 
I shall not be believed : if I fall off 
From him, his threats and actions go together. 
And there's no hope of safety. Till I get 
A plummet that may sound his deepest counsels, 
I must obey and serve him : Want. of skill 
Now make^ me play the rogue against my will. 

SCENE II. Another Apartment in th Castle. 

Enter Marcejlia, Tiberio, Stephano, and 
Gentlewoman. 

Marc. Command me from his sight, and with 
such scorn 
As he would rate his slave ! ' 

Tib. 'Twas in his fury. 

Steph^ And he repents it, madam. 

Marc. Was I born 
To observe his humours ? or, because he dotes, 
Must I run mad ? 

Tib. He hath paid the forfeit 
Of his offence, I'm sure, with such a sorrow. 
As, if it had been greater, would deserve 
A full remission. 

Marc. Why, perhaps, he hath it ; 
And \ stand more afflicted for his absence. 
Than he can be for mine : — so, pray you, tell him. 
But till I have digested some sad thoughts. 
And reconciled passions that are at war 
Within myself, I purpose to beprivate : 
And have you care, unless it be Francisco, 
That no man be admitted. [Exit Gentlewoman. 
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Tib. How ! Francisco ? 

Enter Fbancisco. 

Stepk. Here he comes. 
Is this her privacy ! 
This may go to the duke. 

[Exeunt TiBBRio and StephanoI 

Marc. Your face is full 
Of fears and doubts : the reason ! 

Fran. O, best madam. 
They are not counterfeit. The duke, the duke, 
I more than fear, hath found that I am guilty* 

Marc. By my unspotted honour, not from me j 
Nor have I with him changed one syllable, 
Since his return, but what you heard. 

Fran. Yet malice 
Is eagle eyed, and would see that which is not ; 
And jealousy's too apt to build upon 
Unsure foundations. 

Marc. Jealousy f 

Fran. (Aside.) It takes. 

Marc. Who dares but only think I can be 
tainted ? 
But for him, though alm03t on certain proof. 
To give it hearing, not belief^ deserves 
My hate for ever. 

jPran.j Whether grounded on 
Your noble, yet chaste favours, shewn unto me ; 
Or her imprisonment, for her contempt 
To you, by my command, my frantic wife 
Hath put it in his head. 

Marc. Have I then lived 
So long, now to be doubted ? Are my favours ^ 
The themes of her discourse ? or what I do. 
That never trod in a suspected path. 
Subject to base construction ? Be undaunted ; . 
For now, as of a creature that is mine. 
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I rise up yonr protectress : all the grace 
I hitherto have done you> was bestow'd 
With a shut hand ; it shall be now more free^ 
Open, and liberal. But let it not) 
Though counterfeited to the life, teach you 
To nourish saucy hopes. 

IraUf May I be aocors'd. 
When I prove such ^ monster I 

Marc. I will stand then 
Between you and all danger. He shall know» 
Suspicion overturns what confidence builds ; 
And he that dares but doubt when there's no 

ground, 
Is neither to himself nor others sound. [Exit. 

Fran. So, let it workj Her goodness, that 
denied 
My service, branded>ith the name of lust. 
Shall now destroy itself; and she shall find. 
When he's a suitor, that brings cunning arm'd 
.With power, to be his advocates, the denial 
Is a disease as killing as the plague. 
And chastity a clue that leads to death. 
Hold but thy nature, duke, and be but rash 
And violent enough, and then at leisum 
Repent ; I care not. 

And let my plots produce this long'd-for birth. 
In my revenge I have my heaven on earth. 

[Eaii. 

SCENE III. Another Room in the same. 

Enter Smobza, Fbscaba, Jvhio, and Oiovadki^ 

Peso. You promised to be merry. 
JuL There are pleasures. 
And of all kiu^f to entertain the time. 
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Giov. Your £xoelIence vouchsafing to Hiak6 
choice 
Of that which 1^ afl^ots you. 

Sfor. Hold your prating. 
Learn manners too ; you are rode. 

Pesc. I must borrow 
The privilege of a frtend, atid will ; or else 
I am like these^ a servant, or^ what's worse, 
A parasite to the sorrow Sforza worships 
In spite of reason. 

Sfor. Pray you, use your freedom ; 
And so far, if you please, allow me mine. 
To hear you only ; not to be compell'd 
To take your moral potions. I am a man. 
And, though philosophy, your mistress, rage for^t,, 
Now I have cause to grieve, I must be sad ; 
And I dare shew it. 

Pesc. Would it were bestow'd 
Upon a worthier subject! ^ 

Sfor. Take beed, JrieBd. 
You rub a sore, whose pain will make me mad ; 
And I shall then forget myaelf and you. 
Lance it no further. 

Pcsc. Have you stood the shock 
Of thousand e&emies, and outfaced the anger 
Of a great eaiperor, that vow'd your ruin. 
Though by a desperate, aglonous way» 
That had no precedent? 
Haveyou given proof, to this hour of your W^ 
Prosperity^ that sestfcbes the best tenmer^ 
Could never pi;^ you up, nor adverse &te 
Dgect your valour? ShaU, I say, these viitues, 
So many and so various trials of 
Your constant mind, be buried in the Irown 
(To please you, I will s^ so^ of a fair woman? 
<— Yet I have seea her e<iua]if^ 

Sfor. GoodPescara, 
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This language in another were profane ; 
In you it is unmannerly. — Her equal ! 
I tell you 3S a friend, and tell you plainly, 
(To all men else my sword should make reply). 
Her goodness does disdain comparison. 
And, but herself, admits no parallel. 
Peso. Well, sir, Fll not cross you, 
Nor labour to diminish your esteem. 
Hereafter, of her. 

Enter Tiberio and Stephano, 

Sfor. O! you are well return*d; 
Say, am I blest ? hath she vouchsafed to hear you ? 
Is there hope left that she may be appeased ? 

Tib. She, sir, yet is froward. 
And desires respite, and some privacy. 

Steph. She was harsh at first j but, ere we 
parted, seem'd not 
Implacable. 

Sfor. There's comfort yet : I'll ply her 
Each hour with new ambassadors of more honours. 
Titles, and eminence : my second self, 
Francisco, shall solicit her. 

Steph. That a wise man. 
And what is more, a prince that may command^ 
Should sue thus poorly, and treat with his wife. 
As she were a victorious enemy. 

Sfor. What is that you mutter ? 
ril have thy thoughts. 

Steph. You shall. You are too fond, 
And feed a pride that's swollen too big already. 
And surfeits with observance. 

Sfor. O my patience ! 
My^ vassal speak thus ? 

Steph. Let my head answer it, 
If I offend. She, that you think a saint, 
I fear, may play the devil. 
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Peso. Well said, old fellow. {Aside.) 

Steph. And he that bath so loi^eDj^ssMyour 
favours. 
Though to be named with reverence^ lord Fran* 

cisco^ 
Who, as you purpose, shall solicit for you, 
I think *s too near her. 

(Sfouza lays his hand an his sword,) 

Pesc. Hold, sir ! this is madness. 

Steph. It may be they confer of joining lordships ; 
I'm. sure he's private with her. 

Sfor. Let me go, 
I scorn to touch him ; he deserves my pity, 
And not my anger. Dotard ! and to be one 
Is thy protection, else thou durst not think 
That love to my Marcelia hath left room 
In my full heart for any jealous thought :— ' 
I>couId smile to think^ what wretched things they 

are, 
That dare be jealous. 

Tib. This is a confidence 
Beyond example. 

Enter Isabella^ ard Mariana. 

Sfor. If you come 
To bring me comfort, ^ay that you have made 
My peace with my Marcelia. 

Jsab. I had rather 
Wait on you to your funeral. 

Sfor. You are my mother ; 
Or, by her life, you were dead else. 

Mari. Would you were. 
To your dishonour ! Here your mother was 
Committed by your servant, (for I scorn 
To call him husband), and myself, your sister, 
If that you dare remember such a name, 

H 
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MewM upi to make the way open and free 
For the acioltress, I am onwilUng 
To say, a part of Sforza. 

Sfor. She hath blasphemed, and by our law 
must die. 

Isab.- Blasphemed ! for giving a false won^n 
Her true name ? 

Sfor. O hell, what do I suffer ! 

Mart. Or is it treason 
For me, that am a. subject, to endeavour 
To save the honour of the duke, and tliat 
He should not be a wittol on record ? ^ 

Sfor. Some proof, vile crea,ture ! 
Or thou hast spoke thy last. 

Mari. The public fame, . 
Their hourly private meetings 4 and, e*en now, 
When,, under a pretence of grief or anger. 
You are denied the joys due to a husband. 
And made a stranger to her, at all times 
The door stands open to him. 

Sfor. O the malice 
And envy of base women ! Wretches I you have 

raised 
A monumental trophy to her. I'm so far 
From giving credit to you, this would teach me 
More to admire and serve her. You are not 

worthy , , 

To fall as sacrifices to appease her.;; 
And therefore live till your own envy burst you. 

Isab. All is in vain ; he is not to be moved. 

Mari. She has bewitch'd him. 

Pesc. 'Tis so past belief. 
To me it shews a fable. 
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Enter Fbancisco^ speaking to a Servant within. 

Fran. On thy life. 
Provide my horses, and without the port 
With care attend me. 

Serv. {Within.) I €hall, my lord. 

Fran. Great sir, 
I would impart. 

Please you to lend your ear, a weighty secret, 
I am in labouf to deliver to you. 

5/er. All leave the room. [Exeunt Isab. and 
Marl] — Excuse me, good Pescara, 
Ertf long I will wait on you. 

Peso. Yon speak, sir. 
The language I should use» \JExit. 

Sfor. Be within call. 
Perhaps we may have use of you. 

Tib. We shall, sir. \Exeunt Tib. awrfSxEPM. 

Sfor. Say on, my comfort. 

Fran. Comfort ? no, your torment. 
For so my fate appoints me. I could curse 
The hour tliat gave me being. 

Sfor. What new monsters 
Of misery stand ready to devour me ? 
Let them at once dispatch me. 

Fran. Draw your sword then, 
And, as you wish your own peace, quickly kill me ; 
Consider not, but do it. 

Sforl Art thou mad ? 

Frah. Would from my youth a loathsome 
leprosy 
Had run upon this face, or that my breath 
Had been infectious, and so made me shunnM 
Of all societies ! Cjurs'ii beiie that taUght me 
Discourse or manners, or lent any grace 
That makes the owner pleasing in the eye 
Of wanton women 1 

h2 
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Sfor. I am on the rack ! 
Dissolve this doubtful riddle/ 

Fran. That I alone, 
Of all maDkind, that stand most bound to loveyou» 
And study your content, should be appointed, 
Not by my will, but forced by cruel fate, 
To be your greatest enemy !— not to hold you 
In this amazement longer, in a word^ - 
Your dutchess loves me. 

Sfor. Loves thee ! 

Fran. Is mad for me— 
Pursues me hourly. 

Sfor. Oh! 
' Fran. And from hence grew 
Her late neglect of you. 

Sfor. O women ! women ! 

Fran. I laboured to divert her by persuasion. 
Then urged your much love to her, and the danger ; 
Denied her, and with scorn. 

Sfor. 'Twas like thyself. 

Fran. But when I saw her smile, then hear4 

her say, * ;! 

Your love and extreme dotage, as a cloak. 
Should cover our embraces, and your power 
Fright others from suspicion ; and all favours 
That should preserve her in her innocence, 
By lust inverted to be used as bawds ; 
I could not but in duty (though I know 
That the relation kills in you all hope 
Of peace hereafter, and in me 'twill s*hew 
Both base and poor to rise up her accuser) 
Freely discover it, 

Sfor. Eternal plagues , / 
Pursue and overtake her ! Sul, like a village nurse^ " 
Stand I now cursing and considering, /when 
The tamest fool would do. 'V\^thjn tliereT Star 

phano, . ' r 

Tiberio, and the rest ! -rrwiU be sudden. 
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And she shall know and feel, love in extremes 
Abused, knows no degree in hate. 

Enter Tiberio and Stephano. 

Tib. My lord. 
. Sfor. Go to the chamber of that wicked wo- 
man — 

Steph. What wicked woman, sir ? 

Sfor. The devil, my wife. 
Force a rude entry ; drag her hither ; 
And know no pity : any gentle usage 
To her will call on cruelty from me. 
To such as shew it.— Stand you staring ! Go, 
Put my will in act. 

[^Exeunt Tib. and Steph. 

Sfor. Since she dares damnation, 
IMl be a fury to her. 

Fran. Yet, great sir, 
Exceed not in your fury ; she's yet guilty 
Only in her intent. 

Sfor. Intent, Francisco! 
It does include all fact ; and I might sooner* 
Be won to pardon treason to my crown. 
Or one that kill*d my father. .. 

FVan. You are wise, 
And know what's best to do: — ^yet, if j^u please. 
To prove her temper to the height, say only 
That I am dead, and then observe how far 
She'll be transported. Til remove a little. 
But be within your call. — Now to the upshot! 
Howe*er, I'll shift for one. [Aside, and Ex\ 

Re-enter TiBESro, StEi^tiANO, and Guard wi 

Marc, Where is this^,mops|bp. 
This ^king tree of jeaflovisy ? , Are you here } 
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Is it by your commandment or allowance, 
I am thus basely used ? Which of my virtues. 
My labours, services, and cares to please you. 
Invites this barbarous course ? dare you look on me 
Without a seal of shame ? 

Sfor. Impudence, 
How ugly thou appear*8t now ! Thy intent 
To be a wanton, leaves thee not blood enough 
To make an honest blush : what had the act done ? 

Marc. Returned thee the dishonour thou de- 
serv'st. 

Sfor. Your chosen favourite, your woo*d Fran- 
cisco, 
Has dearly paid for*t ; for, wretch ! know, he's 

dead. 
And by my hand. 

Marc. Thou hast killM then, 
A man I do profess I loved ; a man 
For whom a thousand queens might well be rivals. 
But he, I speak it to thy teeth, that dares b^ 
A jealous fool, dares be a murderer. 
And knows no end in mischief. 

Sfor. I begin now 
In this my justice. (Stabs Iter.) 

Marc. Oh ! I have fooFd myself 
Into my grave, and only grieve for that 
Which, when you know youVe slain an innocent. 
You needs must suffer. 

Sfor. An innocent ! Let one 
Call in Francisco ;— for he lives, vile creature, 

[^Exit Stephano. 
To justify thy. falsehood* 
With wanton flatteries thou hast tempted hinu 

Re-enter Stephano. 

Steph. Signior TVancisco, sir, but even now , 
Took ho^ without .the ports. 
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Marc. We are both abused , 
And both by him undone. Stay, death, a little. 
Till I have clear'd me to my lord, and then 
I willingly obey thee. — O my Sforza ! 
Francisco was not tempted, but tke tempter ; 
And, as he thought to win me, shew'd the warrant 
That you signed for my death. But, being con- 

temn'd, 
Upon his knees with tears he did beseech me^ 
Not to reveal it : I, soft-hearted fool, 
Judging his penitence true, was won unto it : 
Indeed, the unkindness to be sentencecl by you. 
Before that I was guilty in a thought, ^ 
Made me put on a seeming ang^r toiwards you, . 
And now — behold the issue ! As I do. 
May heaven forgive you ! (DiestJ 

Sfor. Then I believe thee ; 
Believe thee innocent too. 

Tib. Her swcjet soul has left 
Her beauteous prison. ' : ' 

Steph. LoqK to the duke ; he stands 
As if he wanted motion, 

Tfi. Grief h^th stopp'd. 
The organ of his speech. 

SJox. O my heart-strings ! ' [^Exeunt. 



ACT V. 



SCENE I. TAe Milanese. A Room m.EuGB- 
nia'^ Home. 

Enter Fbancisco, and Eugenia^ 

Fran. Why, couldst thou think, EiHgenia, that 
i:ewards, ; 

Graces, or favours, though. strewM thick upon me, 
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Could ever bribe rae to forget mine honour ? 

Or that r tamely would sit down, before 

I had dried these eyes, still Wet with showers of 

tears, 
By the jfire of my revenge ? look up, my dearest! 
For that proud fair, that, thief-like, stepp'd be* 

tween 
Thy promised hopes, and robb*d theeof a fortune 
Alinrost in thy j>os8ession, hath found, 
With horrid proof, his love, she thought her glory, 
But hastened her sad ruin. 

Eug, Do not flatter 
A grief that is beneath it ; for, however 
The credulous duke to me proved false and cruel, 
It is impossible he could be wrought on 
"5^ to serve her. 

Fran. Such, indeed, I grant, 
The stream of his affection was, and ran 
A constant course, till I, with cunning malice— 
And yet I wrong my act, for it was justice. 
Made it turn backward ; and hate, in extremes, » 
(Love banish'd.from his heart), t6fill the room : 
In a word, know the fair Maroelia*s dead. 

Eug. Dead! 

F^an. And by Sforza's hand. Does it not move 
you ? 
How coldly you receive it ! I expected 
The mere relation of so great a blessing, 
Borne proudly on the wings of sweet revenge. 
Would have callM on a sacrifice of thanks. 
You entertain it with a look, as if 
You wish'd it were undpne. 

Eug. Indeed I do : 
Fbr, if my sorrows could receive addition, 
Htr sad fate wdukt increase, hot lessen them. 
She never injured me. 
. Fran. Have you then no gall, 
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Angetf or spleen^ familiar to your sefx i 
Or is it possible, tluit you could see 
Another to possess what was your due^ 
And not grow pale with envy ? 

Eug. Xes, of him 
That did deceive me. There's no passion, that 
A maid so injured ever could partake of, 
But I have dearly suffered. The»e three years, 
In my desire and labour of revenge. 
Trusted to you, I have endured the throes 
Of teeming women ; and will hazard all 
Fate can inflict on me, but I will reach 
Thy heart, false Sforza ! 

Pran. Still mine own, and dearer ! 
And yet in this you but pour oil on fire. 
And offer your assistance where it needs not. 
And, that you may perceive I lay not fallow. 
But had your wrongs stamped deeply on my heart, 
I did begin his tragedy in her death, 
To which it served as prologue, and will make 
A memorable story of your fortunes 
In my assured revenge ; Only, best sister. 
Let us not lose ourselves in the performance, ' 
By your rash undertaking : we will be 
A^ sudden as you could wish. 

Eug. Upon those terms 
I yield myself and cause to be disposed of 
As you think fit. 

Enter a Servant. 

JFrofi. Thy purpose ? 

Serv, There's one Graccho, 
That fpUow'd you, it seems, upon the track. 
Since you left Milan, that's importunate 
To have access, and will not be denied ; 
His ha3te^ he says^ concerns yoa« 

X 
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Fran. Bruig him to me. £Exit Ser^nt 

Though he hath laid an ambush for my life. 
Or apprehension, yet I will prevent him. 
And work mine own ends out. 

Enter Graccho. 

Grac. Now for my whipping ! 
Add if I now outstrip him hot, and catch him, 
ril swear there are worms in my brains, {^side.) 

Fran. Now, my good Graccho ! 
We meet as 'twere by miracle. 
Be brief ; what brought thee hither > 

Grac. Love and duty, 
And vigilance in me for my lord's safety. 
You are a condemn'd man, pursued and sought 

for. 
And your head rated at ten thousand ducats 
To him that brings it. 

Fran. Very good. 

Grac. All passengers 
Are intercepted, and your picture sent 
To every state confederate with Milan : 
It is impossible you should escape 
Their curious search. 

Eug. Why, let us then turn Romans, 
And, falling by our own hands, mock their threat?. 

Fran. 'Twould show nobly ; 
But that the honour of our full revenge 
Were lost in the rash actipn. No, Eugenia; 
Graccho is wise; my friend too, not my servant. 
And I dare trust him with my latest secret. 
We would, and thou must help us to perform it. 
First kill the duke— then, fall what can upon us ! 
For injuries are writ in brass, kind Graccho, 
And not to be forgotten. 

Grac. He instructs me ^ 

What I should do. ^ (Aside.) 
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fran. Whafsthat? : . 

. Orae. I labour with 

A strong d^re.to assist you wih my service i 
And now I ani deliver'd c^ it. 

i^Von. 1 tdd you-— 
Speak, my oracukwis Graccbo. V ^ ' 

Grac^ I have heard, sir, ' \ 

Of men in.df bt^that, lay'd for by tlieif creditor^^ 
In all such pliaces wheve it could bethought ' 
They would take shelter, chose, fcfr sanctuary, * 
Their lodgings underneath their creditor^ noses, ' 
Confident,, thk there they never should be sought 
for. 

Fr<m. But what infer you from it ? 

Grac. This, ray lord; 
Tl^iat, since all ways, of your escape are stopp'd. 
In Miltfi only, or, what's more, in the cd^urt, ' 
Whithar it is presumed you dare not come, » 

Conceard in some di^uise, you may liv<e safe, ' 

JP^an. And not to be discovered ? 

Grac. But by myself^ 

jPVan. By thee! Alas! I know thee honest, 
Graccho, 
And I will put thy counsel into act. 
And Suddenly, let, not to be ungrateful 
For all thy loving travail to preserve me. 
What bloody end soever ray stars appoint. 
Thou shalt be safe, good Graccho.-^ Who*i within 
there ? 

Grac. In the devil's name, what means he ! 

Enter Servants. ' ' 

-Fra*. Take my friend ' 

Into your cu^ody, and bind him fast : 
I v^uld not part .with him. 

GfOiP. My good lord! * 

I 2 
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Fran. Dispatch: 
*Tis for your good^ to keep ytm honest, Graedie : 
I would not baw tssk thousand duea,ts tempt yoo^ 
To play the traitor. Why, thou fool t 
I can look through and through thee! thy talents 
Appear to me as written in thy foralraad, 
In plain and easy characters : and hot that 
I soom a slave's base blood should rust that swovd 
That from a prince expects a scarlet dye. 
Thou now wert dead Away with him ! 
I wtfl not bear a syllable. 

[Ewem^t SefTHoUs mik Gkacorc^ 
We must trust 
Ourselves, E^igmm ; and though im make %xse of 
The counsel of our servants, that oil speat, 
Like sauffs Ibat dooflTeod, v^ .trrad them out.^^ 
But now to our last some, which we'll aotcarry, 
That few shall understand bow 'twa^ b^un, ' 
Till aH, with half an tye, m9f see 'tis done* 

SCENE Hi Milan. A Room in the Castk. 

Enter Pescara, TiBfiKio, awrfSxBPKANO. 

Peso. The like WIS ne)(rte read t)£« 
Steph. But that meltfucholy sboc^ work 
Spti^Eir VipoiXi a man, ^ to compei.h»n - t 
To court a thing that has nor sense nor bdng, 
Is unto me a miracle. , 

Pesc. 'Troth, I'll tell you. 
And briefly as I can^ by what degrees 
He fell into this madness. When, by the care 
Of his physicians, he was brought toiife. 
He call'd for fait Martdia, and being told 
That she was dead, he hfoke forth m Mtramei^ - 
(I would not say bfesphemed^Tbeni it cam^ 
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Into his fancy that she was^coised 

By his neither afidhia sister ; thrice heoorsM them^ 

And thrice his desperate hsnd was on his sword 

T*have kiirdthem both ; but they restraiti'd him i 

When wisely his physicians^ looking cm 

The dutchess' wounds to stay his ready hand^ 

Cried out, it was not mortal. 

T\b. *Twas wdl thought on. 

Pesc. He easily believing what be vmh'dy 
Fell prostrate at the doctors* feet, and swore, 
Provided they recover'd her, he would live 
A private man, and theyshould share hisdukedom. 

Sfor. \ Within] Support her gently, 

j^esc. Now, be your own witnesses $ 
I am prevented. 

Enter Spobza, Isabblla, Mabiana, Doctors dnd 
ServamUswith the B^dy of MAacBLiA. 

Sfor. Carefully, I beseech you. 
How pale and wan she looks I O pardon me. 
That I presume, dyed o'er with bloody guilt. 
To touch this snow-white hand. How cold it is 1 
This once was Cupid*s fire-brand, and still 
*T]S so to me^ How slow her pulses beat too ! 
Yet in this temper, she is all perfection., 

Mari. Is not this strange! , . . 

Isab. Oh I cross him not, dear da^gbteit. 

Enter a Servant, dnd whispers t^fiscAj^A. 

Peic. With ffle ? What is he ? 

Serv. He has a strattge aspect ; 
A Jew txy birth, and a iStysician ' 

By hts profession, as he «ay$, who. hearing 
Of the diiker« frenijy, on ttite forfeit of 
Hi* IMe will undertake to^ render hhb 
Perfect tottery 'part. - : > ' 
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Pesc. Bring me to him. 
As I find cause, Til do. [ Exeunt Fesc. and Str^^ 

Sfor. How sound she sleeps ! 
^eaven keep her from a lethargy !— — How long 
(But answer rae with comfort, I beseech you) 
Does your judgment tell you that l^r sleep will 
last? 

1 Doct. We have given her, sir, 
A sleepy potion, that will hold her long, 
That she may be less sensible of the torment 
The searching of her wound will put her to. 

Sfor. I am patient. 
You see I do not rage, but wait your pleasure. 
What do you think she dreams of now ? for sure. 
Although her body's organs are bound fast. 
Her fancy cannot slumber. 

I Doct* That, sir, looks on 
Your sorrow for your late rash act, and prepares 
To meet the free confession of your guilt 
With a glad pardon, 

iS/br. She was ever kind ; ^ 
liet her behold me in a pleasing dream (Kneels,) 
Thus, on my knees before her ; fyet that duty 
In me is not sufficient) ; let her see me 
Compel my mother, from whom I took life. 
And this my sister, partner of my being, * 
To bow thus low unto her ; ; , 

Bite your tongues, vile creatures. 
And let your inward horror fright your souls^ 
For having belied that pureness. 
And for that dog Francisco, that seduced mf ^. \ 
I'H follow him to hell, but I will find him, . 
And there live a fourth Fury to torment hi^iv 
Then, for this cursed hand and. arm thatguickd.:- 
The wicked steel, FU have theofi, jpint by joint, t 
With burning irons sear'd off, whid>. I viU,€Sa|i;^i 
I being a vulture fit to taste such. car ric^i: . . ; /f 
Lastly—^— 
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1 Doct. You are too loud, sir ; you disturb 
Her sweet repose. 
» Sfor. I am hushM. 

1 Doct. He's past hope. We can no longer 
cover the imposture. 

Jte-enter Pasoasa, with Fbancisco, as a Jew 
Doctor f and Eugbnia disguised. 

Fran. I am no god, sir. 
To give a new life to her ; yet FU hazard 
My head, Ftl work the senseless trunk t^appem* 
To him as it had got a second being. 

Pesc. Do but this, 
Till we use means to w^n upon his passions 
Tendure to hear she's dead with some small pn* 

tience. 
And make thy own reward. 

Fran. The art I use 
"Admits no looker on : I only ask 
The fourth part of an hour, to perfect that 
I bgldly undertake. Therefore command. 
That instantly my pupil and myself 
Have leave to make a trial of our skill 
Alone and undisturbed. 

Pesc. About it straight. [Exit EyosirvU. 

Sfor. What stranger's this ? 

Pe^c. Look up, sir, cheerfully : 
Comfort in him flows strongly to you. 

Sfor. Comfort! from whence came that sound ? 

Pesc. He is a man that can do wonders. 

(Beckons FiClirf isco to, go, who Exit)^ 
"Oo not hinder 

The dutchess' wish'd recovery, to finquire 
>Or what he is, or to give thanks^ but leave him 
To work this miracle. 

Sfor. Sure, 'tis my good angeh 
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I do obey in all thingch^b^ it death 

For any to disturb him, or come near. 

Till he be pleased to call us. O be prosperous. 

And make a duke thy bondman. [EocemU * 

Re-enter Fbancisco, leading in Eugenia clothed 
M the Body o/^Makcelia, 

Fran. 'Tis my purpose — 
ril make the door fast — so-r* 

Eug. Alas ! I tremble 
Thus to tyrannize upon and mock the dead^ 
Is most inhuman. 

Fran. Q>me we for revenge, 
And can we think on pity } If to enjoy 
The wishM^for sacrifice to thy lost hononr^ 
Be in thy wavering thought a benefit. 
Now art thou blest. 

Eug. Ah me I what follows now ? 

Fran. What, but a full conclusion of our wish^? 
Look on this llowV, Eugenia---Such a thing 
As yonder corpse, whose fatal rob^ you wear. 
Must the pale wretch be summoned to appear 
In the grim court of death, whose senses taste 
The poisonous powder scattered o*er its leaves-^ 
KoW inark, that when with rapturous lust^ 
Thinking the dead Marcelia reviv*d. 
The duke shall lix his lips upon thy hand. 
Hold fast the poison'd herb, till the fond fo(d 
Has drunk his death*draught from thy hand he 

spurned. 
• Eug. I ftt\A myself and cause up to be disposed 
As thou think'st fit. (Sits down veiled). 

Fran: Now t6 the upshot^ 
And, as it proves, applaud it. — ^My lord the dukol 
Enter with joy, and see the sudden change 
Your servantVhand Hath wrought*. 
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Re-enter S^orza and the rest. 

Sfor. I live again 
In my full confidence that Marcelia may 
Pronounce my pardon. Can she speak yet ? 

Fran. No : 
You must not look for all your joys at once ; 
That will ask longer time. 

Sfor. By all the dues of love I have had from her, 
This hand seems as it was when first I kiss'd it. 

Peso. Tis wondrous strange ! 

Sfor 4 This act will bind e'en heaven your debtor. 
The saints will smile and look on't — 
Oh, I could ever feed upon this native 
Sweetness. (Kisses her hand again.) 

f EiroKNiA throtas auras/ the Fhwer^ and sobi^J 

She wakes ! she lives! and I am blest again. 

{She lifts up her P^eil) 

Oh ! horror I shield me from that face. 
Eug. I can no more — thou'rt marked for death. 
Peso. Treason, treason ! 
Tib. Call up the guard. 
Fran* Then we are lost. 
Sfor. Speak* 
EiLg. This is— 

■ Enter Ouard. 

Fran. Francisco- 

Pesc. Monster of men ! 

Fran. Give me all attributes 
Of all you can imagine, yet I glory 
To be the thing I was born. I am Franckcb ; 
Francisco, that was raised by you, and made 
The minion of the time ; the same Francisco, 
That would have us'd thy wife while*she had life;. 
And, after, breathed a jealousy upon thee, 
As killing as those damps that belch out plagUe^ 
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When the foundation of the earth is shaken : 
I made thee do a deed heaven will not pardon, 
Which was — to kill an innocent. 

Sfor. Call forth the tortures ' 

For all that flesh can feel. 

Fran. I dare the worst. 
Only, to yield some reason to the world 
Why I pursued this course— look on this face. 
Made old by thy base falsehood : 'tis Eugenia. 

Sfor. Eugenia ! 

Fran. Does it start you, sir ? my sister. 
Seduced and fool'd by thee : but thou must pay 
The forfeit of thy falsehood. ' Does it not work 

yet !— 
Whate'er becomes of me, which I esteem not, 
Thou art marked for the grave: IVe given thee 

poison 
In this cup, now observe me, which, thy lust 
Carousing deeply of, made thee forget 
Thy vow*d faith to Eugenia. 

Peso. O damn*d villain ! 
How do you, sir ? 

Sfor. Like one 
That learns to know in death what punishment 
Waits on the breach of faith. Oh 1 now I feel 
An -^tna jti my entrails. — I have lived 
A prince, and my last breath shall be command. 
— I burn, I burn ! yet ere life be consumed. 
Let me pronounce upon this wretch all torture 
That witty cruelty can invent. . 

Pesc. Away with him 1 

Tibf In all things we will serve you. 

Fran. Farewell, sister ! 
Now I have kept my word, torments I scorn ; 
I leuve the world with glory. They are men. 
And leave behirid them name and memory, 
Th^t, wrong'd, do .right themselves before they 
4ie. [^Exeunt Guard with FbakcisCO. 
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Steph. A desperate wretch ! 

Sfor. I come: Death ! I obey thee. 
Yet I wiirtiot die raging ; for, alas ! 
My whole life was a frenzy. Good Eugenia, 
In death forgive me. — As you love me, bear her 
To some religious house, there let her spend 
The remnant of her life : when I am ashes. 
Perhaps sheMI be appeased, and spare a prayer 
For my poor soul. , Bury me with Marcelia, 
And let our epitaph be^-^ (Dies J 
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